III.  EXCOMMUNICATION

Go to the fields of purple and gold;

With lovers and young Queens remain.
Blossoms and battlements of old.

Far in the background of my brain.
Rest with them there, but stand apart,

Although you equal those who died;
For no one enters in my heart

By Death or Love undeified.

IV.  SILENCE

The purple falls between the pines,
The sun that blanched Arundel walls,
Remembering them as he declines,
With purple fills his airy halls.
We drove all day; and all day long
Of Love and longing long we spoke;
And sang so often ballad and song,
The crescent moon cannot evoke
Another word; though Beauty calls
There is no word that can be said.
If Hesperus unhailed shines on,
O do not dream that Love is dead.
' The hand I take is not withdrawn,
Between the pines the purple falls.